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her more godly, and I offered my son, even as
Abraham offered Isaac a sacrifice to the Lord-------'

(' Young Stane/ thought Judith, ' a sacrifice
to the Lord! ' She could see his face, mean and
ambitious, and his hands as they moved towards

her ... if she had allowed him------! She

shuddered a little.)

* But as Abraham with Isaac, so with myself and
my son. The Lord did not at that time demand
the sacrifice. He knew His own good time. . . .'

Oh, when would he stop! She thought that
in these last weeks he had managed to creep into
her very being. She would never be rid of him
again. He had done nothing but hang about the
house. He never went farther than the steps
beyond the door. He was always there. At
night they could hear him move his great body in
his bed, yes, although there were a thousand doors
between themselves and him! He ate but little,
drank only water, spoke to no one save Georges
and herself. He was quite silent if they were not
there. Sometimes he would talk to them, some-
times only look at them. He would stare and
stare over his long nose.

He had little movements that made her long to
scream out. One was when he laid, slowly and
almost sacramentally, his thick heavy hands on
his thick heavy knees. Then he would stroke
his beard with a purposeful meditation as though
he were wondering whether, with a quick jerk,
he would not tug it off and show it to be a disguise.
He would raise a hand as though he would give
a blessing. He was always gentle, kindly and